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STEPPED 
INTO THE 
DOORWAY OF A 
LUNCHROOM, 

WHERE, 
SHELTEREO 
FROM THE 
DRIVING WIND, 
THE STRANGER 
FINALLY GOT 

Mis pipe going. 

HE'D BARELY 
TAKEN THE 
FIRST PUFF, 
WHEN THE 

HEAVENS 
OPENED UP, 
RELEASING 
A SUDDEN 
DOWNPOUR™ 
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NO GREATER &&wevd 



as hard a« the clay-encrusted earth that man and beast and wagon 
hea beaten into the -trails across the west! Young CLAY DIXON had beer* 
ivn.posd and beaten by the harsh vicissitude* of life on a new fronti*n 
Then.,.hs turned outlaw, to win by the code of the gun th« fortunes that 
had evaded him. But thare was a girl, proud and defiant, and yet as 
d»licately beautiful as a prairie flower.., whom Clay wos fated to miett 
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THEN CLAY GENTLY LIFTED HER IN MIS MMC, 
THE GIRL ONLY SOBBED SOFTLY... AFRAID TO 
STRUGGLE LEST SHE HURT THC CHILD IN 
MER ARMS. HE WANTED TO CARESS THE 
PRECIOUS SOFTNESS OF HER, TREMBLING 
AGAINST HIM.. 



I ...I WANT TO 
TELL YOU ABOUT 
THE BANK HOLDUP, 
AND HOW I CAME 
TO GET MIXED 
UP WITH 




IN THE COLD LIGHT OF MORNING, THEY 
STARTED OUT ONCE AGAIN. AND NOW 
TO CLAY DIXON, SOMEHOW EVERYTHING 
SEEMED SECONDARY TO THE FATE OF 
THE BEAUTEOUS CAROL MARSH AND THE 
SMALL INFANT SHE TREASURED.... 



i I DECIDED Sjf YOU'RE 
WE'D MAKE f* CRAZY.' ™ 
IT ACROSS / WE COULD 
TO THE \ NEVER , 
OTHER SIDE/ I MAKE IT / 
IT'LL BE J WITH THIS \ 
A CLEAN rV STAGE- 1 
GETAWAY/1 T COACH.' J 


rtr^^^. ~ 









1 I RECKONED ON 
THAT. WE'LL JUST 
DROP THE STAGE 

TODAY AND 
TAKE OFF WITH 
THE HORSES/ 
I WANTED TO 
TALK TO YOU 
AND STRETCH 
AND COOLIE 
ABOUT IT. 



LET'S FORGET THAT 
STUFF, DIXON.' WE 
PLANNED AND WAITED 
FOR THIS SANK STICK- 
UP...AND NOTHING WAS 
GOING TO STAND IN OUR 
WE MADE IT...AND 
THAT'S THE WAY THINGS 
STAND.' IT'S ONLY 
COYOTES LIKE US .... 
WITHOUT HEART, WITHOUT 
NERVES THAT CAN GET 
AWAY WITH THIS/ 



. IATT CRISPIN'S WORDS SEARED INTO 
CLAY'S BRAIN UKE A SMOKING BRAND/ tT 
IDENTIFIED HIM, ONCE AND FOR ALL, WITH 
THESE RUTHLESS, GRASPING OUTLAWS WHO 
CARED FOR NOTHING BUT THE GLINT OF 
SOLD/ IT PUT THE GIRL, AND ALL SHE 
REPRESENTED, HOPELESSLY OUT OF REACH. 



► WE'VE GOT 
A FORTUNE 
NOW/ IT'S 
EVERYTHING 
WE WANTED. 



IS THIS WHAT 
I WANTED? AND 
T THAT THIS GIRL SHOULD 
EAR MY LIFE APART AND 
PUT THESE QUESTIONS 
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WALLFLOWER 

By Roberta JLewia 



66 Y SHOULD never have come!" Gloria 
ruefully thought as she glanced about 
the crowded ballroom. All around her were 
happy, laughing couples dancing together or 
engaged in intimate conversation. She felt 
lonely and out of place in the midst of such 
gaiety and she had known from the very be- 
ginning that this was how it would be. When 
her cousin Jane had first asked her to come 
along to the summer formal, Gloria hid de- 
clined. "What's the use, Jane? I'd just be a 
wallflower," she had complained to her daz- 
zling blonde relative. 

That had been a week ago, and now Gloria 
saw that her words had been prophetic. The 
young men were certainly handsome enough 
in their spotless white jackets, and tjae music 
that floated out from the bandstand was soft 
and sweet. Yet, there she* stood, her back 
pressed against the wall in a far corner, bravely 
fighting back bitter tears of chagrin. 

Actually, there was no good reason for 
Gloria's self-inflicted misery. Even Jane, who 
was considered the beauty of the family, had 
gone out of her way to 'compliment Gloria 
on several occasions since Gloria's arrival from 
her small home town for a vacation visit. V 
"Really, Gloria,'" Jane had said one morn- 
ing as they prepared for a day at the beach. 
"You're as pretty as any of the other girls 
around here. But you should relax, a little 
more, get some fun out of life." 

"But I am having fun," Gloria had pro- 
sted, not too convincingly. "And all your 
nds have been wonderful to me. It's just 

hat " But she could not continue. She 

could not bring herself to confess that she 
felt awkward and shy in the company of the 
more sophisticated city girls who made up 
Jane's circle of friends. 

Until the last moment, Gloria was deter- 
mined to stay home from the dance, the big- 
gest affair of the season. Only after Jane had 
pleaded so tearfully did she relent 

"You just have to come with me," Jane 
explained as she took her new gown from the 
wardrobe. "Ronald Mason will be there. 'and 
if I have an escort when I get to the dance 



I'll, never get a moment alone with Ronald, 

But if we go together " 

. "But who's Ronald. MasOn?"' Gloriai-had 
asked. ' 
v "Only the newest and the .handsomest lead- 
ing man on Broadway!" Jane -told her. "This 
is the first time he's been, back home since he 
went into the theater several years ago. W« 
used to go to school together." 

So with a desperate, trapped feeling, Gloria 
had dressed^ for the dance. She had decided 
to wear her hair in a thick coronet braid" that 
encircled her head and framed the fresh, vital 
beauty of her face. Declining Jane's offer of 
a creation from her well-stocked wardrobe, 
Gloria had chosen instead her own simple 
gown of black velvet that seemed especially 
designed to heighten the warm glow of her 
creamy complexion. 

Comparing herself in the mirror with the 
vibrant, sleekly-groomed Jane, Gloria felt 
even, more overwhelmed, but to please her 
cousin she determined' to see 'it through.. - 

Now she stood alone and unhappy, wonder-; 
ing why she had come. Jane had disappeared 
shortly after their arrival, .no doubt in hot 
pursuit of the much-sought after guest -of 
honor, Ronald Mason.- But her thoughtful 
cousin had sent two ratn*er; reluctant' friend* 
over to dance with Gloria. Dutifully, the em- 
barrassed young men. took turns whirling her 
around the floor then mumbled apologies and 
vanished. 

The band was playing a lilting waltz and 
Gloria was just about to make her escape 
through the open French windows when a 
voice behind her spoke. 

"You seem to have found the only quiet 
spot in the whole place." Gloria turned, try- 
ing hard to conceal the sudden quickening of 
her pulse and the blush that spread becom- 
ingly through her cheeks. ( "May I share it 
with you?" the voice asked. 

Not trusting her own voice, Gloria could 
only nod. After.' -a moment's silence, she 
allowed her eyes to move upward from the 
broad shoulders to his face. His chin was 
square with just a him of a cleft, and bis 



eyes were dark blue and twinkling with humor. 
Their eyes met for a fraction of a second and 
Gloria felt a sudden surge of panic. Who was 
this handsome stranger? Had Jane sent him 
over with instructions to enliven a few mo- 
ments of her country cousin's evening? "I'm 
Tom Ballard/' he smiled. "Would you care 
to dance?" 

"No, thank ydu," replied Gloria .There was 
no need for htm to make an effort to be kind 
to her. To her surprise, Tom Ballard sighed 
with genuine relief. 

"Good! I'd rather stay here and talk." he 
said. 

•>'If Jane sent you to keep me company " 

"Jane? Who's Jane?" he asked. Then, before 
Gloria could protest, he led her out to the 
terrace. The moonlight streamed down through 
the trees in slim silver rays, bathing the scene 
in shimmering light. The music that wafted 
out from the ballroom made conversation 
superfluous, but Gloria felt a strange bond 
drawing her closer and closer to the hand- 
some young man standing so close to her. 

"Are you- sure you don't want to dance?" 
Tom asked. v • 

Gladly, Gloria yielded to his gentle embrace 
and together they floated over the smooth flag- 
stoned terrace. She was sure that words would 
have broken the spell that surrounded them, 
and evidently Tom'felt the same Way. When 
the music ended, Tom led her to a stone bench 
at the edge of the terrace. 

"Words are funny things," he said finally, 
breaking the silence. "They're a means of 
communication, and yet sometimes a million 
of them can't convey a single, simple thought. 
This is one of those times, Gloria." 

"I think I know what you mean. I feel the 
same way, too." 

"And I was so positive I'd know just what 
to say when — when this happened to me," he 
continued, his voice full of bewilderment. Tom 
laughed softly. "But I'm as tongue-tied as a 
schoolboy!" 

A couple strolled arm-in-arm toward them 
and Gloria had a moment of anxiety as she 
wondered whether she would fall back into 
the old feeling of awkward self-consciousness 



Uft-Stt>RY 

in the presence of Jane's sophisticated friends. 
But before she could dwell on that unhappy 
thought, Tom suddenly stood and suggested 
they move on. 

Stilt enraptured by the sheer loveliness of 
it all, Gloria found herself strolling through 
the adjoining garden with Tom. The dance, 
Jane— everything else— was completely for- 
gotten. Because from the first moment Tom 
had spoken, she no longer felt alone. 

Beneath the low-hanging boughs of a stately 
oak, Tom halted. His hands cupped her face 
and tenderly tilted it upward. "Gloria I" he 
whispered fervently, and as their Hps met 
breathlessly, she felt her heart sing. 

Soon— too soon— it was time to go. The 
strains of the last dance floated out to them. 
In the driveway the homeward bound couples 
shouted farewells and the cars roared into 
. life and^sped away. So they parted, but only 
after Gloria had willingly promised to see 
Tom the next day, the next and the next. He 
touched his lips to her cheek, then stood 
watching as she hurried back toward the ball- 
room to meet Jane. 

"Where've you been all evening?" Jane 
asked, her voice full of ill-concealed curiosity. 

"Oh, I had a wonderful time!" cried Gloria, 
oblivious of her cousin's envious glance*. ( 

"Well, I certainly didn't," pouted Jane, as 
they climbed into her car. "Right after I 
spotted Ronald surrounded by a mob of (gush- 
ing fen*lles, I lost him in the crowd and I 
didn't even have one dance with him." The 
gears clashed as Jane headed the car down 
the driveway toward home. "When I finally 
did manage to catch up with him." she ex-* 
plained, "he didn't even remember me!" 

"I'm sorry I didn't meet him," said Gloria 
dreamily, "but even if he had spent the entire 
dance with me. I couldn't have had a lovelier 



But her cousin was not listening. "He didn't 
even remember me!" Jane fumed. "And to 
think I knew him long before he went on the 
stage and became famous — when his name was 
just plain Tom Ballard!" 
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Snreethearts 

the most dramatic picture-story love magazine! 




YOU MUST READ SWEETHEARTS MONTHLY 



* 

■Oc ON YOUR FAVORITE NEWSSTAND 10c 



Have Yon Ever Bought a Copy of 

TRI CfllESSIOi? 




is you are missing the magazine that is 



edited expressly for young women who like to read roman- 
tic stories. True Confessions is the romantic, exciting Life 
Story magazine which more than a million and a half young 
women buy each month. Every issue brings you intimate 
secrets of teen-agers in love, the heartbreak and happiness 
of courtship and marriage . . . glamor, adventure, excitement ! 
There are full-length stories beautifully illustrated in color, 
told in the words of real people who have lived these 
experiences. True Confessions entertains, and at the same 
time brings you lessons in living that will help you to 
solve your own problems. 



Plos... a special added novel-length story from life in every [ 
issue. Buy fMlwm. 




A FAWCETT PUBLICATION 



at your newsstand today . . . 15t 





